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\ will emit no opportunity , . 

That may convey my greetings, Love, totnee. 
lul. O thinkft thou we {hall ever meet agaiiie . 

R om . i doubt it not, and all thefe woes (ball ferve 
For fweet difcourfes in our time to come. 

J ui. o God, I have an ill diviningfoule, 

Me thinkes I fee thee now thou art fo low 
As one dead in the bottome of a tombe ; 

Either my eye-fight fades or thou looklt pale. 

Rom- And cruft me love in my eye fo doe you, 

Dry (brrow drinkes one blood . Adieu , adieu, ^ 

Jul. O fortune, fortune, all men call thee fickle ; 

If thou art fickle what' doft thou with him 
T hat is renown’d for faith ? Be fickle fortune. 

For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long. 

But fend himbacke. - 

Enter Mother- 

La. Ho daughter, are you up? 

Jul. Who ill that calls ? it is my Lady mother. 

Is foe not downe fo late, or up fo early ? 

What unaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither ? 

La. W hy how now Jtfliet ? 

Jul. Madam I am not well. 

La . Evermore weeping for your coufins death . 

What ?, wilt thou warti him from his grave with teares ( * 
And if thou couldft , thou couldft not make him live ; 
Therefore have done, feme gtiefe foewes much of love, 
But much of griefe (hewes Bill fome want of wit . 

Jul. Yet let me weepe for ftch a feeling lofle. 

La. So fhall you feele the lofle, but not the friend 
Which you weepe for. 

. Jul- Feeling fo the lofle, , , • • 

I cannot chule but ever weepe the friend. 

La. Well Girle,thou weepft not fo much for his deatn, 

As that the villaine lives which fiaughtered him. 
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if Romeo Ari£)\\Viti) 

Jul What villaine Madam t 

La. That fame villaine %omt #. 

Jul. Villaine and he be many miles afunder* 

God pardon him, 1 doe with all my heart : 

And yet no man like he doth grieve my heart. 

La. That is becaufe the Traitor lives. 

Jul. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my bands % 
Would none but T might venge my coufins death. 

La. We will have vengeance for it, feare thou not. 
Then weep no more*Ileiendto one in Mantua , 
Where that fame baniflht runnagate dbth live* 

Shall give him fuch an unaccuftomy dram. 

That he (hall foonckeepcTi^fr company, 

And then I hopethou wilt be fatisfi’d. 

Jul. Indeed I never fhall be fatisfi’d 
W ith Romeo till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart, fo for a kinfman vext. 

Madam, if you could finde out but a man 
Tobeareapoyfonjwould temper it. 

That Romeo fhouid upon reccit thereof 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhorres 
To heare him nam’d, and cannot come to him* 

To wreake the love I bore my coufin. 

Upon his body that hath flaughtred him. 

Mo. hind thou the meaties,and lie finde fuch a man, 
But now lie tell thee jdyfull tidings Girle. 

Jul. And joy comes well in fuch a needy time 
What are they lbefeech your ladifhip ? 

Mo. Well,welTthou haft a carefull father childe. 
One, who to put thee from thy heavinefle. 

Hath fbrted out a fudden day of joy. 

That thouexpe&s not , nor I lookt not for. 

Jul. Madam in happy time, what day is that? 

Mo. Marry my chilae early next thurlday morne, 
The gallant, young, and noble Gentleman, 

The County Paris at Saint C pctcrs Church, 

Shall happily make thee there a joy full Bride. 

H t 



